DIARY OF JAMES GALLATIN

repeat it every week. Each pays his own share. I
feel now as free as the air, since I have got rid of Madame
S.: it may be ingratitude, but I always feel so ashamed
of myself. I believe most of the French mammas
refused at first to join the St. Germain parties, but I
believe before long we will have many more joining
us. My miniature is very good and I have given it
to mamma.

JUNE 3

Just after dejeuner to-day we heard a great noise in the
servants' quarters. As it continued mamma rang and
Monsieur Car on the maitre d'Mtel appeared, crimson in
face. He begged that I would be allowed to come down
and see what had happened: the spectacle that met my
eyes when I reached the kitchen is indescribable. Poor
Mamie Kitty, the nigger cook, had made some waffles
for dejeuner; one of the footmen, out of sheer mischief,
had taken the remainder of the paste, and with the aid of
two of the kitchen wenches, who had held Mamie, they
had smeared her head and face with the white hominy
paste and had sprinkled flour over it, turning her into a
white woman. She lost her temper and when she was free
made a dash for him and literally had torn his clothes
off. There he was, clothed as he came into the world,
standing behind a large table, while Mamie was trying
to belabour him with a rolling-pin. The moment I spoke
to her she dropped the pin and went on her knees and
began saying, "Oh Jesus forgive a poor nigger." If it
had not been so pathetic I would have laughed. It
seemed to sober all the servants who were assembled.
I told her to get up, and taking her by the hand took her
straight upstairs to mamma. The poor old dear was
trembling and wailing. Mamma made her tell her story:
although she did not at all approve she told Mamie
that it was only meant in fun. Frances took her up to been desfcrqyed.
